278                                     THE ENEMY

mimosa and carnations, their stalks still wet, that they, too, might
be consumed.

At that moment a young priest arrived. There was a devout
expression on his face by reason of what he was carrying beneath
his cloak. Therese dropped to her knees, still holding some
flowers in her hand. For a moment she hesitated, then strewed
them on the table and the carpet. The priest trod them under
his muddy boots. It was necessary to rouse Fabien. He said that
he felt better, and that there was a smell of crushed flowers in
the room. His mother wrapped him in a shawl and supported
his body while he stretched his waxen face to the Host. The
quiet smile never left his lips. God was still in him when he sank
once more into sleep. As die priest withdrew he noticed Mainz
standing outside the door, because he had not dared to enter the
room.

All that night Madame Dezaymeries watched by her son as
he lay sleeping peacefully. She thought that, maybe, the breast
that has quivered with the ecstasies of passion had been chosen,
as once had been the rim of a well, a publican's table, and that
place of sin where the Son of Man had eaten and drunk because
he had been sent to call sinners to repentance.

Towards the end of the spring it became possible to move
Fabien to the heath country where the sun was already over-
powering. From the month of June onwards the cicadas made
it impossible for anyone to do more than slumber uneasily, and
only when with the coming of evening the woods distilled their
scent, did sleep come. As darkness deepened the air was filled
with the smell of burned heather and brackish water. The
Dezaymeries were expecting a visit from Jacques Mainz at the
end of July. One morning Fabien's mother gave him a letter
from Fanny.

He said, averting his eyes: "What ought I to do?"
Perhaps he was thinking that he had in charge a human soul,
that sin sometimes binds us to another like a Sacrament.